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AND THE 


A Widow Turtle penſive ſat, 


1 Ihe Sparrow chanc d that Way to walk, 

= (A Bird that loves to chirp and talk) 
Beſure he did the Turtle greet, 

4 She anſwer d him as ſhe thought meet: 

| Sparrows and. Turtles by the oy, . | 

Can think as well as you or I : 

But how did they their Thoughts expres, 
The Margin ſhows by T. and S. 
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FE HI N D an unfrequented Glade, 
| Where Eugh and Myrtle mix their Shade, 


q PR) 5 1 
Z | And wept her murdet'd Lover 8 Fate. 


* 


T. My 


— 2 


* 


My Hopes are loſt, my Joys are fled, 
Alas! I weep Columbo dead : 


1 Come, all ye winged Lovers, come, 


Drop Pinks and Daiſies on his Tomb: 
Sing Philomel his Funeral Verſe, 
Ve pious Redbreafts deck his Herſe : 

Fair Swains extend your dying Throars, 


Columbo's Death requires your Notes : a 


For Him, my Friends, for Him I moan, 
My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 


stretch d on the Bier Columbo lies, 
Pale arc his Cheeks, and clos d his Eyes; 
Thoſe Cheeks, where Beauty ſmiling lay; 
Thoſe Eyes where Love was us d to play: 
Ah cruel Fate, alas | how ſoon ThE 


1 That Beauty and thoſe Joys: are flown | . 


Columbo is no more, ye Tloods, 


Bear the ſad Sound to diſtant = 3 
The Sound let Echo's Voice reſtore, , 


And ſay, Columbo i is no more. 


Ye Floods, ye Woods, ye Echo' 55 1 moan 
My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 


— — 


The Dryads all forſool the Wood, 
And mournful Nayids round me ſtood, 
The tripping Fawns and Fairies came, 
All conſcious of our mutual Flame 
To ſigh for him, with me to moan, 
My dear Columbo, dead and fouls... 28 A 


Venus diſdain d not to appear 
To lend my Grief a Fricndly Far; z 


But 


4 S 5 Ps. 8 hs r . 
CC POT ITN ng >" * : d, 3 3 3 * 
en 5 RS 25 — . 1 7 F * 2 > AS [os REES ' — — 
SE wi NS. es EE LIE AAS 3 Cay} 3 th; 4 W 3 2 2 9 3 : OBS 8 
3 © Oo EE es + N . 2 8333 r oy % J 8 * 8 e N & 
c 1 8 n RE FS.” n Mg od ns a2 r 4 £ 
— > v . 8 ey N 235 - 8 N 3 r 2 . * * 3 7 . 2 IR 2: r FER 
2 5 N 5 5 P 2 1 TS n r e 0 r Z's 
©, a& g "TON LE EEE . F — . Be I es: 7» N ens Ig 8 
n 8 n 88 wn : 8 Ce os NE EEE v,. Sake 
8 4 p n , 1 - 3 22 Te; . 
pa "PE Wt * Sik N N 


Aud juſt thy Tears, alas, alas! Ns 
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But what avails her Kindneſs 1 now 2 


She ne'er ſhall hear my Second Vw: 


The Loves that round their Mother flew, 


Did in her Face her Sotrows view. 

Their drooping Wings they penſive wY 
Their Arrows broke, their Bows utſtrung ; ; 
They heard attentive what I faid, 

And wept with me; columbo dead: 

For Him I ſigh, for Him I mean, 


My dear —_ dead and gone. 


'Tis ours to weep, great Venus ſaid, 
Tis FOYVEs alone to be obey'd d: 
Nor Birds, nor Goddeſſes can move 
The juſt Beheſts of fatal) 0 E f 
I faw thy Mate with fad Regret, 


And curs'd the Fowler s cruel Net TY 


Ah, dear Columbo, how he fell, 
Whom Turturella lov d ſo well! 
1 ſaw him bleeding on the Ground, 


The Sight tore up my ancient Wound; 5: 


And whilſt you wept, alas, I cry'd, _ 


Columbo and Adonis dy d. 


Weep all ye Streams, ye Mountains goa, 


1 mourn Columbo, dead and gone; 
Still let my tender Grief contpkin, eee HA 
Nor Day, nor Nighr chat Grief eden, 


I ſaid, and Venus Rift” mam. d, L281, 


Columbo and Adonis am 


Poor Turwrels, hard thy Case, 8 


e } * 19 — 4 # 1 4 W. > 4 
— 


T. And haſt thou low d, and canſt thou hear 
1 With piteous Heart a Lover's Care ? 

1 Come then, with Me thy Sorrows joyn, 

1118 And eaſe my Woes by telling thine : 


It 7 For thou, poor Bird, perhaps may ſt moan 
I Some Paſcerella dead and done, 8 5 N 


ft! e Turtle, this runs ſoft in Rhime, 
. But neither ſuits the Place nor Time; 
{| That Fowler's Hand, whole cruel Care 

| For dear Columbo ſet the Snare, 


_ 
e 
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'Y The Snare again for thee may ſet; 
Two Birds may periſh. in one Net. ö TI: 
Thou ſhould'ſt avoid this cruel Field, | 
And Sorrow {hou'd to Prudence yield. 

"Tis {ad to dye. IT. It may be o; et 
"Tis ladder yet to live in aw vil3 1+ 47-2 4 
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§˖. : When Widows uſe this canting Strain, 
Wilt They ſeem reſoly d to wed again, 


** When Wade ner would this Truth ee 
| They never taſted real Love. 


t % 
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8. Love i is ſoft oy and gentle Strife, Eat 
His Efforts all depend on Life: 
When he has thrown two Golden Dans, 
And ſtruck the Lovers mutual Hearts 
Of his black Shafts let Death ſend One ; 
1 Alas! The pleaſing Game is done, 3 
| Ill is the poor Survivor ſped; . 
A Corps feels mighty cold in Bed. 5 
: Mm | Venus ſaid right, nor Tears can move, | 
Nor Plaints revoke the Will of 70 2 
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All muſt obey the general Doom, 
Down from Alcides to Tom Thumb. 
Grim Pluto will not be withſtood 
By Force or Craft; tall Robinhood 
As well as Little John is dead. 
(You ſee how deeply I am read) 


With Fate's lean Tipſtaſf none can dodge, 


He Il find you out where e er you lodge. 
Ajax to ſhun his general Pow'r 
In vain abſconded in a Flower. 


An idle Scene Tythonus acted, 


When to a Graſhopper contracted: 

Death ſtruck them in thoſe Shapes again, 

As once he did when they were Men. 

For Reptils periſh, Plants decay, 

Fleſh is but Graſs, Graſs turns to Hay, 
And Hay to Dung, and Dung to Clay, 
Thus Heads extreamly nice diſcover, 

That Folks may dye ſome ten Times over; 
But oft by too refin d a Touch 

To prove Things plain they prove too much; 
What e'er Pythagoras may ſay, 


(For each you know will have his Way) 
With great Submiſſion I pronounce, : - 


That People dye no more than once : 


But once is ſure, and Death is common 


To Bird and Man including Woman. . 
From the Spread Eagle to the Wren, 


Alas! no Mortal Fowl knows when; 


All that wear Feathers firſt or laſt, 
Muſt one Day perch on Charon's Maſt ;---- 
| C Muſt | 
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As ſure as Leſbia's Sparrow I, 
Thou ſure as Prior's Dove muſt die : 


Ty 
Muft lye beneath the Cypreſs Shade, 
Where Strada's Nightingale was laid. 
Thoſe Fowl who ſeem alive to fir 

Aſſembl'd by Dan Chauſer's Wit, 

In Proſe: have ſlept Three hundred Years, 
Exempt from worldly Hopes and Fears, 


And laid in State upon their Herſe, 


Are truly but embalm'd in Verſe. 


And ne er again from Lethe's Streams 
Return to Adige or to Thames. 


I therefore weep Columbo dead, 


My Hopes bereav'd my Pleaſures fled ; 


I therefore muſt for ever moan 


My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 


Columbo never ſees your Tears, 
Your Cries Columbo never hears ; 
A Wall of Braſs and one of Lead, 
Divide the Living from the Dead. 


RepelPd by this the gather'd Rain 


Of Tears beats back to Earth again 

In rother the collected Sound 

Of Groans, when once receiv'd, is drown 4; 
"Tis therefore vain one Hour to grieve 
What Time it ſelf can ne er retrieve 

By Nature ſoft, I know, a Dove 


Can never live without her Love; 


Then quit this Flame, and light another; 
Dame, I adviſe you like a Brother. 


T. What; 


T. 


* 
F. 
* » 


1 
What, I to make a ſecond Choice I 
In other Nuptials to rejoyce ? 
Why not my Bird? T. No Sparrow, no, 
Let me indulge my pleaſing Woe : 
Thus ſi ghing, coeing, eaſe my Pain, 


But never with nor love again : 


Diſtreſs'd for ever let me moan 


My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 


Our winged Friends thro' all the Grove 
Contemn thy mad Exceſs of Love : 
I tell thee, Dame, the r'other Day 
I met a Parrot and a Jay, | 
Who mock'd thee in their mimick Tone; 
And wept Columbo, dead and gone. 


T. What cer the Toy or Parrot ſaid, 


My Hopes are loſt, my Joys are fled z 
And I for ever mult deplore 
Columbo dead and gone. C. Encore! *s 


For Shame forſake this BI 0 N-Style, 


Wie ll talk an Hour, and walk 2 Mile. 


Does it with Senſe or Health agree, 


To fit thus moping on a Tree? 


To throw away a Widow's Life, 


When you again may be a Wife. 


Come on, I'll tell you my Amours 5 
Who, knows but they may influence Yours ? 
Example draws where Precept fails, 

And Sermons are leſs read than Tales. 


Sparrow, I take thee for my Friend, 
As ſuch will hear thee, I deſcend; 


— — — 


1 "= RY 
"a Hop on and talk, but honeſt Bird; 
il Take care that no immodeſt Word 
| | 1 May venture to offend my Ear —— 
11 | 7 
| * S., Too Saint-like Turtle never fear 
iſ By Method Things are beſt diſcours d, 
ll | 4 Begin we then with Wife the firſt : 
| =o A hanſome, ſenſeleſs, awkward Fool 
Il | Pho wou d not yield, and cou d not rule: 
| Her Actions did her Charms diſgrace, 
| 1 And ſtill her Tongue talk'd off her Face: 
if | | Count me the Leaves on yonder Tree, 
1 So many diff rent Wills had ſhe, 
1 And like the Leaves, as Chance inclin'd, 3 
1 Thoſe Wills were chang d with every Wind: : 
She courted the Beau Monde To-night þ 
L' Aſſemblee her ſupreme Delight. 
The next ſhe fat immur'd, unſeen, 
And in full Health enjoy'd the spleen. 
She cenſur d that, ſhe alter d thi, | 3 
And with great Care ſer all amiſs ; 3 : 4 
She now cou'd chide, now laugh, now cry, F 
Now ſing, now pout, all, God knows why : } 
Short was her Reign, ſhe cough d and 7 d, 
if Proceed we to my Second Bride; 
[i Well born ſhe was, gent ily bes, 
I And Buxom- both at Board and Bed, 
[Mt Glad to oblige, and pleas'd to pleaſe, 
[| And, as Tom Southern wiſely lays, 
1 „No other Fault had ſhe in Life, 
I But only that ſhe was a WIFE”. 
|| Oh Widow-Turtle, every ſhe, 
[| (So Nature's Pleaſure does decree) 
„„ by | Appears 


—— —— 0 — —— 


151 


Appears a Goddeſs till enjoy d, 
But Birds, and Men, and Gods are cloy di 
Was Herthles one Woman's Man? 
Or Jove for ever Leda's Swan? 
Ah | Madam, ceaſe to- be miſtaken, | 
Few marry d Fowl peck Dunmow Bacon: 


Variety alone gives Joy, 


The ſweeteſt Meats the ſooneſt dloy : 
What Sparrow-Dame, what Dove alive, 
Tho' Venus ſhou'd the Chariot drive, 
But wou'd accuſe the Harneſs-Weight, 
If always coupled to one Mate; 

And often wiſh the Fetter 6 

Tis Freedom but to change the Yoke. 


Impious to wiſh to wed again, 
Eer D Death diffoly d the former Chain: 


WEE your ann 471 hear the TY 
She brought me Sons, but Jove be bleſt, 


She dy'd on Child-Bed on the Neſt. 


Well, reſt her Bones, quoth I, ſhe's gone 2 
But muſt [ therefore lye alone? 8 | 
What, am 1 to her Memory ty d; > 
Muſt I not live, becauſe ſhe dy d? 

And thus I Logically ſaid, _ 

(Tis good to have a reaſoning Head ) 
Is this my. Wife 2 Probatur, not ; 


For Death diſſolv d the Marriage-Knot + : 


She was, Concedo, during Life j 


But, is 2 Piece of Clay a whe # 


D 


Ly 


Again, 
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leise * 
Again, if not a x Wife dy" ſee, 
Why then no Kin at all to me: 
And he who general Tears can ſhed 
For Folks that happen to be dead, 5 
May een with equal Juſtice mourn | 
For thoſe who never yet were born. 


Thoſe Points indeed you quaintly prove, | 
But Logick is. no Friend to Love. 


My Children then were e juſt e Küber d d, 
Some little Corn for them | gather d, _— 
And ſent them to my Spouſe” J Mother, 

So left that Brood to get another. 78 
And as Old Harry whilome aid, 
Reflecting on Anne Bullen dead, 
Cocksbones, I. now again do ſtand 
The jollieſt Batchelor ith Land. 


Ah me ! my Joys, my Hopes a are fled ; 3 


My firſt, my only Love is dead. 


With endleſs Grief let me bemoan | 


Columbs' $ Loſs. S. Let me go on: 


22 oy 


As yer my Fortune was but narrow, 
1 wood my Couſen Philly Sparrow, 


O'th' Elder Houſe of Chirping-End, 


Whence the younger Branch deſcend ; 2 


Well ſeated in a Field of Peaſe 

She liv'd, extreamly at her Eaſe 

But when the Honey-Moon Was 75 
The following Nights were ſoon 0 ercaſt, 
She kept her own, could plead che Law, * 


1 quarrel for a Bay Straw * 


Both 


th; 1 I iT 

Both, you may judge becamt the leſs 165 
As more we knew each other's Mind : 
She ſoon grew ſullen, I hard-hearted; 

We ſcolded, hated, fought, and parted. . } 
To LONDON, Bleſſed Town, went; 
She Boarded at a Farm in Rent: Y / 
A Magpye from the Connitty fled, 

And kindly. told me ſhe was dead! : 

I prun'd my Feathers, cock'd my Tail, 
And ſet my Heart again to Sale: 4 


My Fourth, T meer Cocquet, or ſuch A 
I thought her, nor avails it much 
If true or falſe, our Troubles ſpring 
More from the Fancy than the bad f 
Two ſtaring Horns, I often aid, _ 5 
But ill become a Sparrow 5 Head ». +02 
But then, to ſer that Balance even, | 
Your Cuckold-Sparrow goes to Heaven. 
The Thing: you fear, ſuppoſe it done: 
If you enquire you make it known. 
Whilſt at the Root. your Horns arc lore, 
The more you ſcratch, they ach the more: 
But turn the Tables and reflect, 7 
All may not be that you ſülpeer: 
By the Mind's Eye, the Horns we > meari | 
Are only in Ideas ken, 1 
Tis from the Inſide of the Head 
Their Branches ſhoor, their Antlers (pread j 42 
Fruitful Suſpicions often bear them, Lo 
You feel em n from the Time you f. fear em. 


cue! a 


e 
Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! that Echo'd Word, 
Offends the Ear of Vulgar Bird ; 
But thoſe of finer Taſte have found 
There's Nothing in't beſide the Sound. 
Preferment always waits on Horns, 
And Houſhold Peace the Gift adorns : 
This Way or that let Factions tend, 
The Spark is ſtill the Cuckold's Friend ; 
This Way or that let Madam roam, 


Well pleasd and quiet ſhe comes home. 


Now weigh the Pleaſure with the Pain, 


The Plus and Minus, Loſs and Gain, 
And what Lafontaine laughing ſays, 


Is ſerious Truth, in ſuch a Caſe; 
Who flights the Evil finds it leaſt, 


And who does Nothing does the beſt. 
I never ſtrove to rule the Roaſt, 


She ne ler refus d to pledge my Toaſt: 


In Viſits if we. chanc d to meet, 


I ſeem'd obliging, ſhe diſcreet ; 


We neither, much careſs d nor ſtrove, 


Burt good Diſſembling paſs d for Love, 
What e er of Light our 70 may know, 


Tis only Light it ſelf can ſhow : 


What cer of Love our Heart can Mal, | 


Tis mutual. Love alone can tell. 


My pretty, amorous, fookiſh Bird, 


A Moment's Patience, in one Word, 
The Three kind Sifters broke the Chain, 
She dy'd, 1 mourn'd, and woo'd again, 


Let me with juſter Grief deplore 


My dear Columbo, now no more; 


| Let 
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Let me with conſtant Tears bewail - 


Your Sorrow does but ſpoil my Tale. 


My Fifth ſhe prov'd a jealous Wife, 


Lord ſhield us all from ſuch a Life ! 
Twas Doubt, Complaint, Reply, Chit-Chat, 


Twas this To-Day, To- morrow that. 


Sometimes forſooth upon the Brook, 


I kept a Miſs ; an honeſt Rook 
Told it a Snipe, who told a Stear, 


Who told it thoſe, who told it het. 
One Day a Lennet atid a Lark 

Had met me ſtrolling iti the Dark 
The next a Woodcoch and an Ow! 
Quick-ſighted, grave, and ſober Fowl, 


Wou d on their Corporal Oath alledge, 


J kiſsd a Hen behind the Hedge. 
Well, Madam Turtle, to be brief, 


( Repeating but renews our Grief) 
As once ſhe watch d me, from a Na 


Poor Soul! her Footing chanc d to fail, 


And down ſhe fell, and broke her Hip, 


The Feaver came, and then the. Pip : 
Death did the only cure apply; 


She was at quiet, fo was I. 


Cou d Lowe! unmov'd theſe Changes view? 
His Sorrows, as his Joys, are true. 


My deareſt Dove, one wiſe Man ſays, 
Alluding to our preſent Caſe, 
We're here To-day, and gone To-morrow : 
Then what avails ſuperfluous Sorrow)? 
Another full as wiſe as he 1 211 


Adds that a marry'd Man may - ſee. 


E _ Two 


1441 


Two. kagpy Hours; and which are they ? 
The Firſt and Laſt, perhaps you'l ſay ; 
"Tis true, when blith ſhe goes to Bed, 
And when ſhe peaceably lies dead; 
Women twixt Sheets are beſt tis faid, 

| Be they of Holland or * K 


Now cur d of Hymen 8 Hopes and Fears, 
And fliding down the Vale of Yeats, 
I hop'd to fix my future Reſt, 
And took a Widow to my Neſt. 
Ah Turtle ! had ſhe been like thee, 


85 Sober, yet gentle; wiſe, yet tree ; 5 


But ſhe was peeviſh, noiſy, bold, 
A Witch engrafred on a Scold: 
Jove i in Pandora's Box confin'd 

A Hundred [lls to vex Mankind; 
To vex one Bird in her Bandore 
He hid at leaſt a hundred more: 
And ſoon as Time chat Veil withdrew |. 
The Plagues | o'er all the Pariſh flew ; 
Her Stock of 'borrow'd Tears grew dey, 
And Native Tempeſts arm'd her Eye, 
Black Clouds around her Forehead hung, 
And Thunder rattld on her Tongue. | 
We, Young or Old, or Cock or Hen, 
All livd in #olus's Den; 
The neareſt her the more accurſt, 
III far'd her Friends, her Husband worſt, 
But JOYE amidſt his Anger ſpares, 
Remarks our Faults, but hears our Prayers. 
In ſhort, ſhe dy'd, why then ſhe's dead 
Quoth I, and once again I'll wed. 


Wou'd 


[ 15 ] 
Wou'd Heaven this Mourning Year was paſt, 
One may have better Luck at laft. 
Matters at worſt are ſure to mend, 
The DEVIL Wife was but a Fiendi 
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T. Thy Tale has rais d a Turtles spleen, 
Uxorious Inmate, Bird obſcene, 
© Dart thou defile theſe ſacred Groves, 
Theſe ſilent Seats of faithful Loves: 
Begone, with flagging Wings ſet down 
On ſome old Pent-houſe near the Town ; 
In Brewers-Stables peck thy Grain, 
Then waſh it down with puddl d Rain: 
And hear thy dirty Off- ſpring Squawl 
From Bottles on a Suburb Wall- 
Where thou haſt been return again, 
Vile Bird, thou haſt convers'd with Men ; | 


Notions like theſe from Men are giv n, 
Thoſe vileſt Creatures under Heav'n : 
To Cities and to Courts repair, 
5 Flatt ry and Falſhood flouriſh there! 
There all thy wretched Arts employ, 
Where Riches triumph over Joy; 
Where Paſſions does with Int reſt barter, 
And Hymen holds by Mammon's Charter; 


9 


Where Truth by Point of Law is parry d, 
And Knaves and Prudes are Six Times marry'd. 
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